Unwonnerin* eye
Stares zon tossed sea
An1 emputyzky.
Pore Benoleben,
Pore-Benn-ole-Ben!
THE PICTURE
Here is a sea-legged sailor,
Come to this tottering inn,
Just when the bronze on its signboard is fading,
And the black shades of evening begin.
With his head on his paws sleeps a sheepdog,
There stoops the shepherd, and see,
All follow-my-leader the ducks waddle homeward,
Under the sycamore tree.
Burned brown is the face of the sailor;
His bundle is crimson; and green
Are the thick leafy boughs that hang dense o'er the tavern;
And blue the far meadows between.
But the crust, ale and cheese of the sailor,
His mug and his platter of Delf,
And the crescent to light home the shepherd and sheepdog
The painter has kept to himself.
THE OLD SAILOR
There came an old sailor
Who sat to sup
Under the trees
Of the Golden Cup.
Beer in a mug
And a slice of cheese
With a hunk of bread
He munched at his ease.
Then in the summer
Dusk he lit
A little black pipe,
And sucked at it.
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